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for the New Birth. ' One will ask with all assur-
ance, "What! Shall I not do as well as my
neighbour? " Yes; as well as your unholy neigh-
bours as well as your neighbours that die in their
sins; for you will all drop into the pit together, in
the nethermost hell. You will all lie together in
the lake of fire, " the lake of fire burning with
brimstone/* Then at length you will see (but
God grant you may see it before!) the necessity of
holiness in order to glory, and, consequently, of
the new birth; since none can be holy, except he
be born again/

None can be holy except he be born again! So
he was not holy. No, indeed, he was not. He
was filled with a loathing and hatred of himself,
of his body, but far more of himself, his character
and true person. He knew himself for a glutton,
a coward, an idler, filled with vanity, sensual
thought, ingratitude.

But it was worst of all that he should not know
which way he should go. He had seen during
the last year something of Mr. Walker and his
friends; he had been to some of their meetings and
was not happy there. There was something of
his father in him, more than he knew; something
perhaps of the Merries blood of his mother. The
violence and hysteria in the meetings repelled and
silenced him* And they, too, felt that he was not
with them. What he wanted he could not tell,
save that he must serve God, and must in himself
bring about some entire change. Poor Reuben!
He was just now the loneliest young man in the
world.